O N February 10, 1937, will occur an event unique in Russian annals since the Revolution. During at least a minute's truce, every man and woman of the Russian race-whether White or Red, whether Soviet ci tizen in the cities and fields of Russia, or emigre "going up and down another's stairs" in Paris or Tokiowill be just a Russian once more, as he or she bows in silent tribute before the memory of Alexander Sergeyevitch Pushkin, who died on that day a hundred years ago. The man who has brought about this miracle of the communion of feud-riven souls in a racial heritagesomething that no figure in political or military or religious history, not even any other artist in letters or music or painting, not Turgeniev or Tolstoy or Dostoyevsky, has been able to accomplish-this man surely deserves the tribute of a moment's attention even from the foreigner.
The history and present status of Push kin's reputation bristle with paradox. This pure aristocrat who is the idol of proletarian Russia, this universal European poet who is a closed book to a Europe gorged with "exotic" Russian li terature, this founder of Russian letters who suffered an eclipse in Russia itself for some years after his death, this "romantic" of the literary manuals who is perhaps the most truly classical of modern writers in temper and style-what is one to make of him and how is the truth about him to be presented to the foreign reader? When this reader is Anglo-Saxon, the difficulty is increased, for few adequate translations into English of his works are available, t\:lough by the time these lines appear in print the deficiency may . be in some degree remedied.' However, even in countries provided with fairly adequate and complete translations-such as Germany-it remains true that access to the essence of Pushkin's gen ius is possible only to those acquainted with Russian, for he is one of those writers-like Racine and La Fontaine in France or like Keats in England-whose charm resides primarily in his style, in his mastery of his medium, and that medium, Russian, has such marked idiosyncrasies that to attempt to translate it in to another idiom is enough, as Melchior de Vogue said, to drive one "mad with despair."
A superficial idea of Pushkin's position in Russianand European-literature may, however, be gained if we consider briefly the his torical milieu from which he sprang. In Pushkin's childhood, Russian literature was being brought to birth by such mid-wives as Karamzin, Zhukovsky, Krylof, and Derzhavin, just as in Dante's youth Italian was being forged into a literary language by Guinizelli and Cavalcanti. Pushkin occupies in Russian literature much the same historical position that Dante occupies in I talian letters. From these men as from watersheds the literary language and the literature of their peoples flow. But in the Russian case foreign influence combined in a singular manner with the national idiom and tradition. And just here it may be remarked that those people who contemn the methods of Comparative Literature must find Pushkin a hard nut to crack. He cannot be understood-his position in European letters and the paradoxical neglect of him in Western Europe cannot be understood-unless we regard him as a joint product of Russian tradition and of that French culture in which his class (the old nobility) was immersed. As a boy, Pushkin's reading was almost wholly in French literature-and in the French literature of the eighteenth century. Voltaire, Parny, and-somewhat later-Andre Chenier were his first models, and from them he learned that respect for elegance, for classical perfection of form, for sobriety in the use of figures, and for a certain show of worldly insouciance, which remained among the marks of his style till the end. For those who thoughtlessly classify Push kin as "the Russian romantic" it should be added' that for the French Romantic School, into the era of which ,he lived, Pushkin never had the slightest appreciation. He constantly-in his letters and elsewhererefers to the "state of decadence into which French literature has fallen" in his time; and the few exceptions he allows to this anathema-such as Alfred de Musset and Prosper Merimee-are surely very significan t in themselves.
To these French influences were added later the influence of Sir Walter Scott and, above all, of Byron . Pushkin is sometimes dubbed "the Russian Byron." No description of him could be more superficial. All that he took from Byron was a fondness-at a certain period of his career-for "local colour," for the picturesque, for the exotic setting (which, however, he characteristically chose from places he had himself visi ted-the Caucasus, the Crimea, Bessarabia), and also his enthusiasm for individual liberty. But of Byron's heaven-storming Titanism, his bitter and egotistic misanthropy, his morbid subjectivity, and his extravagant rhetoric, there is not a trace in Pushkin; no qualities (or defects) are more foreign to his Attic nature with its instinctive distrust of all that is excessive.
His great German con temporaries, Schiller and Goethe, he of course knew. I am not competent to say what influence they may have exerted on him, though Boris Godunov has been said to resemble a Schillerian drama rather than a Shakespearean one, and though among Pushkin's dramatic fragments is a "Scene from Faust." There is nothing in Pushkin of the German love of metaphysics. But the great foreign influence of his later years was Shakespeare, not only in matters of dramatic technique (where, despite his early French training, he declared boldly that the method of Shakespeare rather than that of Racine was the one best suited to the Russian stage), but in the deepening of his search for objectivity, for detachmen t, which is so marked in his later works. Ori the other hand, he avoided Shakespeare's highly metaphorical mode of expression as much as he did Byron's rhetoric.
I have dwelt on these foreign influences on Pushkin, , because his profound assimilation of so many disparate foreign modes (the capacity Jor such assimilation is characteristically Slavic) makes him in the supreme degree a Europeanwriter, a superb example of the homo europaeus, whom, at first sight, we might expect Western
Europe to clasp to its bosom with enthusiasm.' Why, then, the peculiar coldness towards Pushkin, the reluctance to admi t his greatness, to accept his fellow-coun trymen's estimate of him, whi ch has marked Western cri ticism almost to the presen t day? I t is not that he lacked able champions in Western Europe, particularly in France, where a great man of letters ideally suited to be his sponsor, Prosper Merimee, waged an energetic campaign of criticism and translation in his favour. Turgeniev, who once said that he would give all his novels for four lines from Pushkin's poem A Conversation between the Poet and his Publishe,', used to translate his great coun tryman by the hour to Flaubert, but that confirmed roman tic refused to be interested ("il est plat, votre poete"). Pushkin was introduced to English readers even before hi s death, in the pages of The Foreign Review (1827); yet he seems to need introduction to-day as much as ever. Of course, the answer to our question is staring us in the face all the time. It is just because Pushkin is a European poet, and not a Russian "exotic," that we refuse to be interested in him (apart, of course, from the difficulty of apprehending him properly in translation). The claim of Russian literature to the attention of the Western world in search of new sensations, was that it was "different," that it was outside the European tradition, that it was half-Asiatic, that it expressed a "Russian soul." Why it was that Russian literature, shortly after the death of Pushkin, did begin to develop something of this "exotic" quality (though the matter has been greatly exaggerated) would be an interesting question to follow up, if space did not forbid. All I .can permi t myself here is the suggestion that the abandonment by post-Push- , 178 > kinian writers of his distrust of Western Romanticism and the consequent inflow into Russia of Hugo's and Hoffmann's love of the grotesque, of George Sand's romantic individualism and romantic sociology, of Baudelaire's Satanism and of Stendhal's superman, may have more than a little to do with it, and that it may turn out ironically that the "Russian soul" is to a considerable extent at least a reflection of the Western romantic soul raised to the 11th power.
The fact is that Russia was a "backward" country; she got European movements after they were worn out in the West. Classicism came to her half-3.-cen tury after it had begun to disappear in France, England, and Germany; Pushkin is a belated classical poet (an "epigone"), and Western Europe was too impatient to examine whether he might not be the purest of his type as well as the last. By the time Rom anticism was over its prime in the West, Russia was catching up. Her Romantics were not too late to catch the second Romantic wave, and they rode into triumph on its crest.
If we have in some measure solved> the problem of Pushkin's relation to European literature, we have yet to explain his cult in present-day Russia and his eclipse during the period 1840-80. This task will involve a glance at the political background of his time. He lived during the reigns of the pseudo-liberal Alexander I and the reactionary Nicholas I. Brought up as he was on Voltaire, he was in his youth anti-religious and irreverent towards authority, in the French "philosophe" manner, to such an extent that he incurred the displeasure of Alexander, and was banished from the capital to Southern Russia and later confined for two years to his parents' estate at Mihailovskoye. In the course of these wanderings he became associated with many of the men who were later to be implicated in the Decembrist revolt, and, though he never joined the secret societies, he sympathized wi th their aims fairly openly, and when, on the death of Alexander in 1825, the revolt broke out and was suppressed, he escaped being sent to Siberia only by a hair's-breadth. With the accession of Nicholas I, his whole attitude changes, partly through the diplomacy of the monarch, partiy, apparently, from his own conviction that resistance was hopeless. He becomes the imperialist poet, the singer of the glories and the destinies of Petrine' Russiato all intents and purposes a poet-laureate. Yet it is in these very years that the younger generation of Russian writers is turning to radicalism and romanticism, particularly under the leadership of Belinsky. This school looks with disfavour on Pushkin's classicism and conservatism, and above all on his theory of the detachment of the poet from practical and political questions. Literature is becoming, already before Pushkin's death, what it was to remain ever afterwards in Russia, primarily a medium for the discussion of moral and political problems. Pushkin's "pure poetry" point of view falls from favour, and it is not until Dostoyevsky's celebrated eulogy of him, on the occasion of the erection of a Pushkin monument in Moscow in 1880, that he recovers all (and more than) his lost ground. The view then prevails that Pushkin is the representative poet of the Russian people, that indeed he is more than that, that he is, in Dostoyevsky's famous word "pan-an thropos," the representative poet of humanity, that humanity which it is Holy Russia's mission to save. All this may be very exaggerated (and very unPushkinian in spirit), but it explains the extraordinary Pushkin-worship of the last forty years of the old regime.
But how to explain his continued favour under the new regime? The superficial explanation is, of course, his youthful radicalism (his blasphemous poem, the Gauriiliada, must give great joy to the "an ti-God" societies) and his association with the Decembrists, all of whom, aristocrats though they were, are in the Pantheon of Soviet Russia. The impossibility of giving a Marxian interpretation to his works is forgiven himafter all, he wasdead years before Das Kapital appeared. But I think there are causes which go deeper. I think that, for one thing, Pushkin has benefited from the dis-, favour into which Turgeniev, Tolstoy, and Dostoyevsky have fallen (as regards their thought-content; as artists they are still greatly admired) just because they were propagandists whose propaganda is displeasing to the Bolsheviks. Then, the new Russia has inherited the conviction of the old Russia that it has a mission to save the world, and Pushkin as "pan-anthropos" can still remain the symbol of that mission. But the subtler reasons are perhaps unavowed. Pushkin is the poet of "Everyman." It is truer of him than of Shakespeare or Dante or Goethe that he who runs may read him. He requires no glossary, no learned commentary. His works do not raise "problems." Subtle though he is in a sense, his subtlety is not of the intellect but of the sensibilities and is unlikely to baffle any member of a "chootky'" race. No French writer is a more perfect model of clarity and order than Pushkin is. Now it is the belief of Soviet Russia that great literature ought to be accessible to the average man, that it should deal with the experiences of normal men expressed in the simplest language. Pushkin meets this requirement perfectly. Lenin used to protest that he could not understand the official Communist poets: "I prefer to read Pushkin," he said. Besides, Pushkin expresses the whole of Russia, not merely ' its gloom and 3Untranslatable Russian word s ugges ting quickness of ps ychic apprehension.
tragedy (though he does express these) but also its lightheartedness and its grace, its natural beauty and its quain t folk-lore, the Russia of the · ballet and the song, the Russia of Pavlova and Rimsky-Korsakoff as well as the Russia of Tschaikovsky and Dostoyevsky, the Russia of the artist as well as the Russia of the psychologist. Whatever the real explanation, the popularity in Russia of a poet in whose best work there is not a trace of propaganda, political, social, or moral, is a sublime slap in the face to the doctrine that "all art is propaganda."
The preceding will, I hope, have given some rough idea of Pushkin's general location on the literary and cultural map of Europe. I s it possible to bring the reader who has no Russian into closer contact with him? Some idea, from a classificatory point of view, of his literary productions can at least be given and may have a practical utility. In the "Slovo" edition, which I use, Pushkin's works in verse and prose fill six volumes of above five hundred pages each. A volume and a third is given to his miscellaneous lyrics (elegies, odes, epigrams, ballads, songs, sonnets, etc.), remarkable for the variety not only of form and metre, but of subject-matter and mood. The Slavic versatility, the "Protean" quality of Pushkin's mind, is perhaps most easily studied here, as we range from the playful fancy of The Cloud (interesting to compare or contrast with Shelley's poem of the same name)-through the folk-lore weirdness of The Devils or The Drowned Man, the nature-description of Autumn and A Winter Morning (always objective in Push kin, never mystical or rhapsodic), the elegiac grace of the numerous love-poems, such as the exquisite I Loved You (often compared to a Greek epigram for its restrained emotion and perfection of form) or the equally consummate For the Sh01'es oj your Distant Home, the martial vigour of The Feast oj Peter the Great, the grim terseness of The UpasTree, the spiritual anguish of Remembrance, the majesty of the Ode to Napoleon-on to the Biblical sublimity of The Prophet. The remainder of the second volume and all the third contain Pushkin's longer poems (narrative and dramatic). Among the most notable of the narrative poems are Ruslan and L udmilla (a fantasy in the manner of Ariosto and Wieland), The Captive oj the Caucasus, The Fountain oj Bakhchisaray, The Gypsies (these three under the influence of Byron's Oriental tales, but based on Pushkin's own observations in the Caucasus, the Crimea, and Bessarabia respectively, and more illustrative of Merimee's characterization of Pushkin as an "Athenien captif parmi les Scythes" than any other of his works), Poltava (the sto"ry of Mazeppa's revolt outlined against the background of the struggle between Peter and Charles of Sweden, the most epic thing that Pushkin wrote, and famous for the great battle-piece), The Bronze Horseman (perhaps, taken all in all, Pushkin's masterpiece, a poem of Tacitean terseness, a singular blend of the homely and the epic, and capable of symbolic interpretation), the socalled Skazki (five "folk" -or "fairy-tales," as airy and ballet-like as The Bronze Horseman is firm and metallic, and equally masterly in their kind),' and, most important of all, Pushkin's magnum opus and his richest and most human work if not his masterpiece, the novel in verse, Yevgeni Oniegin. One of the main obstacles to English appreciation of Pushkin's place in the history of Russian fiction has been the lack of an adequate translation of this ' unique work, unparalleled in any other literature, the first (and, according to some Russian critics, still the greatest) of Russian realistic novels, in which, however, descriptive and psychological realism of the most modern kind lives on equal terms with the beauty of "pure poetry." An analogy might be sought in some other art (in the paintings of Vermeer or Chardin, for example); but the so-called novels in verse of other literatures, like 'Jocelyn or Hermann und Dorothea or Enoch Arden, are not helpful, for in all of them the balance is constantly tipping ei ther on the side of realism or of poetry, whereas in Pushkin's work the fusion (incredible as it seems) is maintained throughout. In subject-matter the poem is a panorama of life in Russia a hundred years ago, not only in St. Petersburg or Moscow but also on the old "pomieschiya" or country-estates. Most of these narrative poems are composed in octosyllabic couplets, but Yevgeni Oniegin is in an elaborate stanza form.
The dramatic works of Pushkin consist of the historical tragedy or chronicle-play, Boris Godunov, and of a series of "Li ttle Dramas." Pushkin regarded Boris Godunov as his masterpiece, but posterity has not agreed with him. It has been cast into the shade by Moussorgsky's great opera of the same name, partly suggested by Pushkin's drama. It is most undramatic in structure, being a series of numerous scenes, some in verse, some in prose; the prose scenes presenting the Russian populace with Shakespearean realism in characterization and diction, are the best; the verse-scenes are rather stiff and written in a wooden kind of blank verse. The "Little Dramas," on the other hand, are among Pushkin's most highlyprized works. The longest does not exceed forty pages, the shortest covers less than ten . They are not actingdramas, but simply dramatic projections of psychological situations, with strict omission of everything irrelevant. We do not think so readily of Pushkin as a prosewriter, yet it will be noted that half of the "Slovo" edition is devoted to his prose, and, in fact, he plays a role in the foundation of modern Russian prose only second to his part in the foundation of Russian poetry. Many of his projected works in prose remained torsos; some, like the History oj Peter the Great, never issued from the womb of thought. One great historical work, The History oj Pugachou's Rebellion, he completed. His bestknown prose-works, however, are his short stories,' especially The ~ueen oj Spades and The Captain's Daughter, the first of which always appears in anthologies of Russian contes. Neither much suggests the short story of Tchekhov or Gorky. T7Le ff<ueen oj Spades might have been wri tten by Hoffmann or Poe, while The Captain's Daughter is an offshoot of Sir Walter Scott's influence. In all of these works, Pushkin's prose is as classical as his verse, clear, sober, elegan t, an obvious product of the study of Voltaire and other French prosateurs of the eighteenth century.
All that remains is for me to correct the somewhat one-sided image which I may have built up in the reader's mind by insisting at the outset on Pushkin's classicism. I t must never be forgotten that, though he is an "Athenien," he is also "captif parmi les Scythes." If we neglect either of these contraries, we miss the peculiar ethos of Pushkin. He is anything but a "perruque;" a comparison with Chenier rather than with ' Boileau would indicate best what shade of classicism was his. But even this analogy would be misleading. Pushkin is the product of a race still close to the primitive; nor must we forget that, through one of his great-grandfathers, he had Abyssinian blood in his veins. It is significant of Pushkin's deeper nature that he was proud of this African strain in him, which he adduced as an explanation of his notoriou s sensuality (a quaEty which he openly expresses in much of his poetry that has never been published).
He is fond of strong, passionate characters, of violent, cruel situations, and, like Stendhal, of "the psychological picturesque." No modern writer is more imbued with what Unamuno calls "the ' tragic sense of life," the ineluctability of fate. In this respect he recalls the great Greeks rather than the French classicists. Moreoverthough I have stressed the general normality of his workhe undoubtedly anticipates the later Russians by his occasional (and profound) plunges into the dark mysteries of the subconscious (and it is characteristic of hi s "Proteism" that these plunges are as likely to occur at unexpected moments in a frivolous short conte like The Little House in Koloml1a as in one of his tragic tales). The quality in which his Greek classical ness and his French classical ness best unite is his irony-more pervasive perhaps than that of any other writer-which ranges from the playful drawing-room variety of Count Nulin to the nemesis of Yevgeni Oniegin and of the "Little
Dramas,"
If we seek analogies with Pushkin in other literatures, we shall find no one with his surprising variety of aspect. In his lighter, more worldly moods, he reminds us of La Fontaine (one feels that only Pushkin or La Fontaine could have written The Little House in Kolomna or Count Nulin); in his passionate moments he recalls the intense colourless flame of Racine; in the comprehension of all varieties of character he approaches Shakespeare (Dos toyevsky called him "pan-an thropos"); in his ballads and folk-lyrics he is the equal of Bi.irger and Schiller; in his grave, reflective moments he is often comparable to Goethe, with less self-consciousness and also, perhaps, ril.ther less "high seriousness;" in his narrative skill he is the modern Ariosto; in occasional ventures into the weird and the sub-conscious he suggests William Blake. He has nothing of the mystical nature-worship of Wordsworth, nothing of the cosmic mind of Coleridge, nothing of the ethereal otherworldliness of Shelley, nothing of Keats's magic casements opening on the foam Of perilous seas in faery lands forlorn.
Even when dealing with the most "romantic" of subjectmatter, he is always precise, sharp of contour, light of wing, utterly without emphase or attitudinizing.
His nearest soul-mate in the world of art is to be sought, not in literature, but in music. Many Pushkin scholars have long recognized in the Mozart of Mozart and Salieri a deliberate self-portrait. Only we must be careful to remember that the Mozart who is to be equated with Pushkin must be the whole Mozart, not merely the fashionable drawing-room Mozart of the elegant minuets and the formally beautiful concertos (though that Mozart must not be excluded either) but also the Mozart of the last scene of Don Giovanni, of the G Minor Quintet and of The Requiem. In both we recognize the same consummate craftsmanship, the same divine ease and lightness of touch even when dealing with the gravest of subjects, the same champagne-like vivacity and sparkle (the style of the Skazki is like Mozart's whirlwindfil1ales transmuted into language), the same pervasive irony, the same gen tlemanly reserve in the expression of emotion, the same occasional throwing off of this reserve (as in the dreadful poem God Grant I May Not Go Mad and in parts of The Requiem), the same unique blend of human interest and "pure art." Pushkin is th e Mozart of literature. He was perhaps less favoured by fortune than his prototype in only one particular: he did not speak so universal a language.
